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The empty bottle blues 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you Kasia for being such a great BETA. This is my second attempt at a fic so Im still new at this. 


Constructive critisism is welcome. Im always looking for ways to improve my writing skills. 


"Who drank all my vodka!" | heard Duff whine from the room next to mine. “Slash? Wake up!" 

| heard Slash groan 

"Slash, this bottle is empty." Duff started to say 

"Well no shit!" Slash cut him off. "Did you just snatch me from my slumber so you can state the obvious?! 
My god Slash sure can be bitchy in the morning. My guess was that he was probably still half-drunk and 


hurting like a motherfucker. 


"You did drink my vodka, didn't youl" Duff's voice grew louder. 


"For fucks sakel There's some Jack over there in the drawer. Im fucking tired! Go away!" 
"You know that | don't drink Jack! 

Duff's not usually this much of a whiner but a lack of vodka and a cranky Slash can really get him going. 
Slash growled 


| rolled my eyes. Please don't let this turn into one of their bitch fights.. | just can’t deal with it right now. | didn't 
get to bed until three hours ago. Im tired. Need..more..sleep! 


Their room grew silent. Good! Maybe Duff decided to shut up and go to sleep. Now | can finally get some rest 


and... 

"Slash! Wake up!" 

"I'm trying to get some fucking sleep here!" 

"But you drank all my vodka! Find me more," came Duff's whiny voice again 
"Go fuck a duck!" 


"Why do you have to be such a bitch this morning? You're the one who drank my vodka when you have a 
whole bottle of Jack. You don't even really like vodka..." 


"Well, last night | wanted something different. Suck it up, princess," Slash snapped. 
| pounded my fist against the wall. "Shut the fuck up!" I yelled. "Some of us are still sleeping" 

| heard Slash snicker. "See, Duff? Some of us are trying to get some sleep. You heard Izzy.. shut up! 
"Find me some more Vodka and | will” 

ge 

"Well... You want to be CO'ed?" 

"ed?" 

"It means ‘cut off! As in you will be cut off from sex if you don't find me some vodka" 


Slash snorted. "Oh come on, man. Don't even try to pull that one on me. There has been some unicef fucking 


going on man. You don't think | do it out of pity?" 


God. fucking..damn! Maybe if Im lucky | can catch up on my sleep later this afternoon Or maybe | can go to their 
room and give Slash and Duff a drive by slapping! Next time Axl can have the room next to them. Then he can 
throw one of those famous red head temper tantrums and beat the shit out of them if they bitch and moan all 
morning. 

"Is that all | am? IS THAT ALL | AM?!" Duffs voice got more and more high-pitched. 

| heard Slash snicker. "If you don't piss off and let me sleep then yea..' 

Oh Slash you didn't.. 

"Get out! Get out!" Duff shrieked. 


Slash just had to get Duff all wound up. He really knew how to push Duff's buttons when he wanted to. | sighed 


and buried my head under my pillow. 

Fucking chill out, Duff" 

"NO! GET THE FUCK OUTI GET THE FUCK OUT NOW!" 

Slash had done it. He had reached the end of Duff's fuse with that stupid comment 

"Fuck! Get your hands off me, Duff" 

| heard stomping and banging. Most likely the sound of Duff trying to throw Slash out of the room. 

"Just don't talk to me okay? You're fat, Jesus hates you and your mom dresses you funny!" Duff spat: 
And then the door slammed 

Why me? I know its only a matter of tme before they drag me into ths They always do. The bastards just want 
to torture me. | bet they love the way I twist my face every tme | hear the words "Well, what do you think, 
zy? lent Duff being such a dicksmack?" or "Slash is Ike having total PMS. He's so bitchy today, you know?" 
Why? 

"Because you're the fag hag!" Duff's voice echoed in my head 

Right. The fag hag Duff's brilliant term for a gay man's best friend. Yep, according to Slash and Duff | am 
their fag hag. Their best friend, their favorite drinking buddy, the one they come to for advice and 


unfortunately the one who gets dragged into the drama. Christ! Can't they think of a better term? Im really 
not into the whole being called a hag thing... 


My thoughts were interrupted when someone knocked on my door. | groaned and hauled myself out of bed. All | 


ask for is some peace and quiet.. 

| opened the door and saw a distressed looking Slash. 

"Duff is fucking mad!" Slash huffed as he walked past me and took a seat on my bed. 

"Slash, please... I'm really tired with a bad hangover right now. Can't we deal with this some other time?" 
"He kicked me out of my fucking room, man! | got nowhere to go plus | need your help." 

Oh goody. 


| took a deep breath. "Slash, why do you always have to get Duff going like that? You know that some of the 


shit you said was uncalled for." 


"Yea, but he was being such a little bitch. Waking me up because he needs vodka? He doesn't need fucking 


vodka in the morning!” Slash threw his arms in the air and sighed. 


"Dude, | see you sucking that bottle of Jack like there's no tomorrow when you woke up," | shot back. Slash 


isn't known for being reasonable. 
"Yea, but." 


"Come on, Slash, out of all the people in the world that can take a stab at Duff's drinking habit, you are not 


one of them!" 


"Well, | don't know what the fuck to do now. | want back in my room. I'm tired!" Slash buried his face in his 


hands and groaned. 


"Come on, man! You should know Duff by now. He wants his fucking vodka and I'm sure he would appreciate 


some breakfast in bed too. It's really not that hard” 
"Aw, man! All | wanted was some fucking sleep. Now | have to pamper Duff and beg for his forgiveness?" 
| glared at Slash and he grew silent. From the other room we heard faint sobs and looked at eachother. 


"Oh shit.." Slash muttered. | could see a look of guilt cross Slash's face as he pushed his hair out of his face 


and rubbed his forehead. "I didn't mean to make Duff cry! 


"Well, you did and I'm tired! Get some vodka, get some breakfast and bring it to him. Then you can eat his ass 
or whatever the fuck you guys like to dol" | was getting annoyed. | just wanted Slash to go away. 


Slash ignored my remark and scratched at his head. " I think Il go do that! 

It's about fucking time! Now Slash can get the hell out so | can get back to.. 

"But | still need your help, man." Fuck ths shit / will not be a part of i 

| crossed my arms in a huff. "What now!" 

"Im so sorry to wake you up, Izzy, but I'm desperate, man! You're the only one that can help me" 
"Hit me" 

"After | get some vodka, breakfast and smokes for Duff you have got to come in with me. 


"You would have to drag me in there kicking and screaming. | do not want to be a part of your little spat with 


Duff" 

"Oh come onl | really need your help," Slash whined and stuck out his bottom lip a bit 

Fucking hell! Their little squabble will probably never end if | don't do something. | am that desperate for sleep. 
"Fine," | heard myself say. 

What the fuck! | thought | wasn't going to let myself get dragged into this anymore. 


Slash put his hand on my shoulder and grinned. "Thanks, man! I'll be back to get you in a while.” And with that 
he headed out the door. 


Im so excited that | can barely contain myself. 
| groaned and looked longingly at my bed. Maybe / can just lie down and rest for a bit before Slash comes back 
"Izzy? Are you still in there?” | was woken up by Slash's voice followed by harsh whapping at the door. 


| rolled out of bed to let him in. | looked at Slash, giving him the best you-suck-bum-for-making-me-do-this 
look that | could 


| think Slash got the picture when he gave me a sympathetic smile. "I know you hate doing this and I'm sorry 
but | don't know what else to do." 


It's fine" | huffed. "Let's just get this over with. So what did you get anyways? You got vodka, right?" | peeked 


into one of the large paper bags Slash carried. 

"| got two bottles of vodka, sushi, smokes and some candy. 

"Sushi for breakfast?" 

"He fucking loves it. There was this one night me and Duff went out for sushi. Duff had too much to drink and 
ended up puking raw fish all over the place. You know how horrible it is to puke up sushi, right? | mean when | 
puked up sushi | felt like | never wanted to eat it again. So anyways, the next morning Duff had a hangover and 


the fucker actually ate sushi again for breakfast. So yea. He fucking loves it" 


| made a face and walked towards the other room as Slash followed, closing the door behind him. | gently 


knocked on Duff's door. 
"Go away, Slash! You're mean!" 
"Come on, Duff, its me, Izzy," | called through the door. 


Slash took a few steps back so that Duff wouldn't see him right away. | heard the lock click and the door 
opened. There stood a pouting Duff. 


"| hate Slash," Duff whined. 

"Oh no, you don't and you know it," | said while giving Duff a little nudge. 

Duff then noticed Slash and scowled. 

"What do you want?" Duff put his hands on his hips. 

| brought you vodka and breakfast." Slash twisted his hair around his index finger and bit his lip. 


Duff's face lit up for a second but then turned back into a pout. "Oh alright, you can come in. But | still think 


you're mean and Jesus hates you.” 
"lll bet he does.." Slash muttered under his breath. 
| elbowed Slash in the ribs and he glared at me. 


"Don't be a bastard or Im not going to help you," | warned Slash while we both headed towards Duff who was 
sitting on the bed. 


Slash sat next to Duff and | sat on the chair next to the bed. 


"Here," Slash said with a grin, handing Duff one of the paper bags. "Sushi for breakfast." 

At that moment Duff seemed to have forgotten about their spat. He grinned as he opened the take-out 
container of sushi and started stuffing his face. He was so enthralled with the food that he didn't even notice 
Slash reach in the other bag to retrieve two bottles of vodka. 

"Dude, you're like a fucking seal," Slash laughed. "Hold up for a second. | still got more things for you." 


Duff took his eyes off the food and looked back at Slash. 


"| picked you up some stacks.." Slash handed Duff three packs of smokes. "And | just couldn't resist buying 
chocolates for my sweetheart." 


| put my hand over my mouth to keep from laughing at Slash's attempt to suck up. It seemed to work on Duff 
though. | guess Slash really did know all Duff's buttons. 


"Oooh, Slash! That's so sweet of youl" Duff beamed. 
"And | got one more thing for you." 


"Oh?" Duff blinked and cocked his head to the side. 


Slash reached in the bag one last time and pulled out a jar of jellybeans. Duff's eyes grew wide and he licked 
his lips. 


"Sweeeeeeeeet! And you got the best kind tool" Duff threw his arms around Slash and gave him a sloppy 
looking kiss on the lips. Absolute nastiness. 


Maybe | should leave now... 


"And you wanna know something, Duff? | don't fuck you out of pity. | fuck you because you are a sexy 


motherfucker." 
Fuck this shit. Im out of here. Im not listening! Im not listening! Lalalalalala! 


"Oh, look at the time. | think | should get going. My bed calls to thee," | said in a rush to get out of that room. 
| don't think Slash and Duff noticed me leave. They were too wrapped up in each other. 


| had never been so happy to see my bed. In fact | never wanted to leave it again. Too bad there was still no 


peace coming from the other room. My god, they were gross bastards, and loud as fuck, too! 


| buried my head into the pillow again and groaned. Never again will | be in the room next to Slash and Duff. 


Youre in for a real treat Axl.. 


